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71)6 moj f lamentable Trageite 

Digreffing from the valour of a nian, 

Thy dearc louefwornebut hollow periurie. 

Killing char loue which thou haft vo wd to cherish. 

Thy wit, that ornamenr,to Chape and loue, 

Mifhapenin theconduft of them both: 

Like powder in a skilldfe fouldiers flaske. 

Is fetafier by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence* 

W hat rowfe thee man, thy Iuliet is aiiue, 

For whofe deare fake thou waft tut lately dead. 

There art thou happie,7}lWr would kill thee, 

But thou fleweft Ttbalt, there art thouhappie. 

The law that threatned death becomes thy friend, 

And turnes it to exile, there art thou happie. 

A packe of bleflings light vpon thy hacke, 

Happincs courts theeinheiibeftairay. 

But like a mifhaued and fullen wench, 

Thou puts vp thy fortune and thy loue : 

Take heede,take hcedeior fuch die miferablei 
Go get thee to thy loueas was decreed, 

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her: 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet, 

For then thou canft not paffe to Mantua, 

Where thou {halt Hue till we can find a time 
T o blaze your marriage,reconcile your friends. 

Beg pardon ofthe Prince and call thee backe, 

Withtwentie hundredthoufand times more ioy 
Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. , 

Go before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed. 

Which heauiefortow makes them apt vnto,. 

Romeo is comnwng. 

Nur. Q Lord,! could haue ftaid here all the night, 

T o hearegood counfell , oh what learning is : . 

My Lord-, ile cell ray Lady you will come. 

Ro. Do fo,and bid my fvvecte prepare to chide. 

Nm Here 
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of Rented and fuliet. 

Xur. Here fir, a Ring (he bid me giue you 
Hie v ou,make haft,for it growesvery late. 

Ro. How well my eomfort is reuiu’d by this. 
rrl.Go hece, goodnight, & here Hands al your ftate: 
Fither be gone before the watch be let, 

Or by the breake of day difguife from hence, 
Soiournc mt%'fantua > \\c find out your man, 

And he (hall fignifie from time to time, 

£uery good hap to you, that chaunces here: 

Giue me thy hand,tis late,farewell, goodnight* 

Ro. But that a ioy paft ioy calls out on me, 

It were a griefe,fo briefe to part with thee : 


Farewell. 


Exeunt, 


’Enter old Capul tt Jots wife and Paris. 

Ca. Things haue falne out fit fo vnluckily, 

That we haue had no time to moue our daughter, 
Looke you, Che lou’d her kinfman Tybalt dextedy 
And fo did I. Well we were borne to die. 

Tis very latc,fheelc not come downc to night: 

1 promife you, but for your companie, 

I would haue bene a bed an hourc ago. . 

Paris. Tbefe times of wo affoord no times to wooe: 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter. 

La. I will,and know her mind early to morrow* 
To night fhecs mewed vp to her heauincs. 

(a. Sir TarisJ. will make a defperate tendet 
Of my childes loue:I thinke (he will me ruldc 
In all refpetts by me:nay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife go you to her ere you go to bed, 

. Acquaint her here, of my fonne Tarts loue, 

And bid her 3 marke you me* on wendfday next. 

But foft,w hat day is this? 

Pa. Monday my Lord, 

Ca. Monday , ha ha,well wendfday is too foone* 

A thutfday let it be ? a thurfday tell her 
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